PASSAGES  FROM ARABIA  DESERTA

When he says "The rahla!" we all mount and set forth; and where
he alights there we pitch our booths.-Oho, thou Motlog! speak
I not well to this Xasrany?-and, Khalil, if he would, he might
cut off the heads, wellah-billah, of us all.5 Motlog lifted his eyes
upon us for a moment with half a smile, and then reverted to
himself. The sheykh of a nornad tribe is no tyrant; a great
sheykh striking a tribesman he should bruise his own honour:
man-striking is a very bestiality, in their sight, at home.

THE NOMAD MILK SUPPER. BEDUIN MARES
Pleasant, as the fiery heat of the desert daylight is done, is our
homely evening fire. The sun gone down upon a highland
steppe of Arabia, whose common altitude is above three thousand
feet, the thin dry air is presently refreshed, the sand is soon cold;
wherein yet at three fingers depth is left a sunny warmth of the
past day's heat until the new sunrise. After a half hour it is the
blue night, and clear hoary starlight in which there shines the
girdle of the milky way, with a marvellous clarity. As the sun is
setting, the nomad housewife brings in a truss of sticks and dry
bushes, which she has pulled or hoed with a mattock (a tool they
have seldom) in the wilderness; she casts down this provision by
our hearthside, for the sweet-smelling evening fire. But to Hirfa,
his sheykhly young wife, Zeyd had given a litde Beduin maid to
help her. The housewife has upon her woman's side an hearth
apart, which is the cooking-fire. Commonly Hiifa baked then,
under the ashes, a bread-cake for the stranger: Zeyd her husband,
who is miserable, or for other cause, eats not yet, but only near
midnight, as he is come again from the mejlis and would go in to
sleep.
At this first evening hour, the Beduw are ally? ahl-ha> in their
households, to sup of such wretchedness as they may have;
there is no more wandering through the wide encampment^
and the coming in then of any persons, not strangers, were an
unseemly 'ignorance/ The foster-camels lie couched, before
the booth of hair: and these Beduins let them lie still an hour,
before the milking. The great feeble brutes have wandered all
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